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Forgotten Things Remembered 


Author's Notes: 
Ok, had to start another WIP but this one will be short. And it was causing me writer's block with all the 


other stories. But now | am free! 


Forgotten Things Remembered 

"You haven't told Axl, yet?" 

Izzy Stradlin fidgeted with the zipper on his coat. "No, | haven't. The only person that knows is you." 
"But Izzy, | don't understand. Why are you leaving? You can't be serious." 


"For once | am, | mean it this time. No more threats, this is it" 


"But why?" 


The soulful dark eyes were cast downward. "It's just something | have to do" His voice quivered with emotion 


"You'll get along fine without me." 
"No, | won't." The answer was firm. "You can't leave, Izzy. You can't leave me." 


"Duff, I'm not." he trailed off and sighed. "Look, it's just the band. We can still be friends, ya know? I'll always 
love you, man, you know that. But | gotta do this." 


The blonde shook his head. "I'll miss you so much, Izzy. You can't stay a little longer, give the band one last 


chance, please?" 
"No, | can't. Too many chances, nothing ever changes." 
The taller man slumped in his seat. "You haven't even given us a reason, " he cried softly. "Is it me?" 


There was the sound of soft laughter. "OF course not, it could never be you. " He reached out a hand to 
stroke his friend's cheek. 


"Then why are you leaving?" 
"You wouldn't understand,” Izzy said bitterly. Its complicated 


"Try me." Brown eyes almost glowed with earnest. "Izzy, if you love me..give me peace, please? Tell me about 


what has upset you." 

The guitarist paced in front of his friend. "It's very long and you won't like it." 
'Izzy," the voice pleaded. 

‘It will be hard for me to tell." 

"Please?" 


He stared into the eyes of the man he loved so much. "Alright, Duff, alright. But, remember the truth hurts." 


Too Wet to Come in from the Rain 


Author's Notes: 
woo-hoo! Maybe the bunnies are back! 


Too Wet to Come in from the Rain 

"Jeffrey!" 

| ignored the shouting and continued to noodle on my beat up guitar 
"Jeffrey!" 

| looked up. "What do you want, Ma?" | asked, annoyed by her persistence 
She glared at me and folded her arms. "It's late, time for bed" 

"Im fuckin’ IT, mal | do- 


Before | could finish she belted me across the face. My hands flew to my injured cheek and the guitar dropped 
to the floor. 


She stood over me, eyes blazing. "That is no way To talk to your mother! | don't want to hear that foul 
language outta your mouth, got that?" She shook her finger at me for emphasis. "Disrespecting me like that!" 


"Sorry," | muttered, grabbing my guitar and getting to my feet. | hugged her to show | truly meant it. "Just 
slipped out, sorry." 


She gave a big smile and held me tight. "I know, Jeffrey. Now go to bed’ 

"But." 

Laughing, she shook her head. "No, now off you go. You have school in the morning, remember?" 

| chuckled. Not that | ever bothered to go. Bill and | always ended up skipping. But, | didnt bother to argue any 


more, instead | headed towards my room. | figured if | was quiet that maybe | could still play. | wasn't tired 
and it was only midnight, anyways. 


| shut my door, tossing the guitar on the bed and flopping down next to it. My fingers found the strings and | 
fucked up a few chords, | was no expert. Shit, didn't even really know how to play, only lesson | had were the 
cheap-ass ones they offered at school. And no guitar teacher there would ever teach me to play Hendrix, or 
Richards, or any of my heroes. Just that old time country shit! Indiana was definitely not the place to pursue 


my rock career. 


| had high aspirations, | was gonna be big, be the best guitarist on earth. Have all the booze, drugs, and women 


| wanted. All | had to do was get out of Hickville and fast. 

But my daydreaming was interrupted by a sudden knocking at my window, which was located right by my bed. 
It was very light, almost inaudible, but | heard it and already knew who it was. | quickly unlocked the window 
and pushed it up, allowing my friend to slither his way in. 


"Hey, Bill,” | said quietly. 


He didn't say anything, which was unusual. Normally, he never shut up. Something was obviously wrong. His 


green eyes were full of tears and his face held several bruises. 

Not again! 

"Oh, Bill,” | whispered. "Fuck, I'm sorry." 

"I hate him, Jeff, hate him so much! One day he's going to pay" He was practically sobbing. 

"| know." 

It was awful, so very painful, to watch my best friend go through this. | felt so helpless and useless. What 
could | do? Nothing. It made me so mad. Fathers aren't suppose to do this! It was wrong! And everyone stands 
by and lets him?! Fuck that! 

| awkwardly wrapped my arms around him, trying to soothe his sobs. It hurt me to see him like this. | wanted 
to comfort him, but had no idea how. For him to cry, to show this much emotion, proved just how bad it 
really was. Bill was the strongest, the toughest person | knew, yet here he was crying on my shoulder. 


Tears started falling down my cheeks. "I'm sorry," | cried, softly. "I really am." 


We fell back on the bed, still holding each other. He was pushing against me, almost trying to hide in me. | just 
held on to him, wishing | could say more, wishing | could stop his pain. 


"| love you," | whispered. "I want to help." 


"Make me forget... 


Let Me Show You 
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Let Me Show You 


"But, Izzy," Duff sighed. "I still don't see why you have to leave. | mean, you were a good friend, what's wrong 
with that? You and Axl were best friends and you were there to comfort him. | don't understand, what's this 
have to do with you quitting the band?" 

The guitarist gave a soft sigh. "Duff, there's more. | have to give you the background before anything else. 


Just hear me out, ok?" He sat down next to the blonde, but refusing to meet his eyes. "I. wasn't such a good 


friend." 

"From what you told me, you seemed to be," Duff said, he placed a hand on Izzy's thin shoulder. 
"No, I'm not. | wasn't a good friend. | was horrible!" 

"But- 


"Let me finish, Duff" The soulful brown eyes practically filled with tears, as Izzy struggled with the distant 


memories. 

He had kept them buried for so long. He didn't want to remember them. It hurt, hurt so bad. Trying to live 
with veiled sins and well kept secrets, but it was too much. Izzy hated feeling like this. His happiness just out 
of his reach, every moment of bliss crushed by the despair of his past deeds. 

It wasn't like his feelings were completely gone and it ached so bad because of it. He was jealous when he 
shouldn't be, he hated someone who didn't deserve to be hated. He had to get out of this band now, before it 
took every last shred of his sanity. It hurt to leave, too painful to stay. 

"Izzy?" The gentle voice prodded. "Whats wrong? Keep going with the story." 


Izzy snapped out of his thoughts, gazing at the man next to him. Duff was the only reason he had lasted this 
long. He tried to make it work, for Duff's sake, if not his own. But now? 


"Duff? We'll." his voice choked on the words. "We'll still be together, right?" 


Please, he silently pleaded, | can't lose you.. 


"Of course, Izzy. You know | love you." The huge smile on his face failed to give Izzy the reassurance he 
needed. 


The rhythm guitarist weakly smiled back. "Let's just see how much you still love me after | finish my story." 
"Izzy." 
"Just listen, | always tried to comfort Axl. Well, as best | could. But not in a very good way. | mean,..well, 


Duff..l.sometimes | would." Izzy couldn't seem to get the words out. "Duff, | was young and stupid and one day 
comfort started to become something else..." 


"And." 


Izzy's voice was barely above a whisper. "And..then my best friend became something more.." 


The Family Tree 


The Family Tree 


At eighteen, | thought | ruled everything. | was too restless. Indiana was too small to hold me or Bill. We were 


about to cut lose from this hick town and head to the city. 

We wanted to be rock stars. 

Fame, money, booze, women, everything we could possibly want. It was so close, if only we could get out of 
here and start a band. | had just graduated no less than a month,when we finally saw our chance. The 
Greyhound bus. We would ride on the buses all the way to LA It was perfect, everything was planned. | had it 
mapped out for us, planned every single detail. Bill and | were all set. We would leave tomorrow at one. 
Goodbye, Indiana. Hello, California 

"Have you been writing anything, Jeff?" Bill asked me. 

| sighed into his chest, curling myself tighter against him. "A little, yeah." 

"Good, me too." 

We were lying on a litle mattress in our tree fort. You think that at eighteen we'd be too big for it, but it 
didn't matter to us. It was home. It was a place all to our own, that only we knew about and where we could 
be alone. The tree fort had gone from being a battle station, where as young teenagers we would throw rocks 
at intruders and make up star ship games , to being a place of well.other activities. 

Bill spent the most time in it. From my bedroom window | could see our fort, sometimes late at night | would 
see the lamp turn on. | would always climb out of bed and sneak up into it and find Bill. If it was too cold I'd 
invite him in my bed, if it was warm outside I'd stay out with him. 


"You're not scared, Jeff?" 


| shrugged, not really wanting to talk, just wanting to enjoy being snuggled up against my best friend. 
"Hmmm..Well, I'm nervous." 


| felt his chest vibrate as he laughed. "I'm not. | can't wait to leave! To leave this fuckin’ hellhole and never 


come back!" 


| hugged him tightly. "I know." 


"Hey, Jeff?" 
"Yeah?" 
lm feeling sad, | need you to comfort me," His voice carried a hint of amusement. 


That was our secret code to each other. Of course, it meant that Bill was gonna screw me. It always meant 
that. Somehow through a couple of awkward painful nights together we made something happen. It wasn't on 
purpose, though. Bill had been hurt and | could only help using my body. Sound ridiculous, but that's how it 
happened. 


Now, we would do it for almost anything. |f | failed a test, | would tell Bill | was sad and I'd be on the dirty 
mattress in no time. If Bill had a fight with his girlfriend, he would let me no he was upset and I'd eagerly bend 


over for him. 

But it wasn't just hormores.it was more then that. Bill was my best friend, my lover, practically my soul 
mate. I'd do anything for him and he would do anything for me. Axl Rose is not my Bill. Bill was violent, quick 
tempered, sensitive just like the Axl of today, but Bill was also sweet and protective. Not that | needed much 
protection, it was more of the knowledge that | knew he was there for me. | was the only person he had, that 
he clung to, that he could show how vulnerable he was inside. 

| fuckin! loved him. 

"You need comfort, Bill?" | smiled lifting up my face to kiss him. "Anything for you." 


FE EE E AE E E E EE FE E AE E WE E WE E E E E E E WE WE E EE E E EE EK 


The next day was suppose to be the beginning of our new life. We were suppose to meet at the bus stop at 


noon, since the bus arrived at one. 


| showed up on time, Bill didn't. He had told me that he wanted to get some booze and cigarettes before we left 
so he'd be a little late. | needed a cigarette anyways, my hands were shaking in anticipation 


Today we were leaving. We were gonna follow our dream. The only thing | had with me was one back pack and 


my guitar. | was like a fuckin’ nomad or something! A wandering musician about to make it big. 


Twelve thirty rolled around, still no Bill. This wasn't good. How much time did it take to get booze? Unless he 


found some girl, that would occupy him. 
"Damn you, Bill,” | muttered. "Hurry up." 


| watched the road for any sign of Bill or the bus. My palms wee drenched in sweat as | clutched my bag. 


A quarter to one.. 
Where was he?! 


What would | do if he didn't make it? The tickets were all set and everything, | couldn't go back! l'd have no 
money for another try. It had to be today. 


C'mon, Bill... 


| saw the bus slowly pull up to the stop. The doors flung open and with it opening thousands of doors to my 
future. 


Where are you, Bill? 
This was it. Now or never. 


But what about Bill? | couldn't leave him, could |? He loved me and | loved him. Maybe | should forget the whole 
thing.. 


"Hey, kid!" The bus driver barked. "You comin’ on or what? Don't stand there!" 
| looked around and didn't see Bill 

My dream or my love.. 

"Sorry, Bil" | whispered, getting onto the bus. 


Fuck Indiana! | was gonna be a rock star! 


